Sylvia Makes an Effort to Learn of Her

Father’s Affairs Before He Died, But
Jerry Kirk Knows Nothing of Any
Estate That Was Left---His Devotion
to the Two Orphans Causes the Girl
to Feel it More Than Ever Her Duty to
Marry Him---The Moun-
taineer Gives Her More

Time to Decide.

THE SYNOPSIS.

Sylvia Weaver and her six-year-old
Brother, Dunny, are on their way to
Tamarack, o the mountains of the West,
where her father once lived and where
she is to marry Jerry Kirk, a middle-
aged friend of his. On the train she meets
Allan Kennedy, and a mutual love springs
into being, though Iloyalty seais her
lips. The train is snowbound en route
and Is visited by Kirk, bringing provis-
fons. He soon discovers that Sylivia loves
another and they defer discussion of their
&ffairs until she is settled In Tamarack.

A great attachment springs up between
Dunny and Kirk. Finally they rea«n Tam-
arack and still Kirk delays to bring up
the subject of marriage and Sylvia spends
many sloepiess nights torn between loy-
alty and love. After threa weeks she

to the postoffice and there finds two
ters for her. The first is from Kirk,
who had gone to a nearby camp to meet
his partner, Asa Craig. The other was
from Kennedy, and both letters an-
oounced the proposed call of the writer
Both came the same day and Sy.—ia sees
them both, one after the other. Kirk
gives the girl further time and then has
his jealousy aroused by a meddlesome old
‘woman who tells him of Sylvia's meet-
ing with Kennedy. In the meantime Dun- §
fiy acquires a burro that had been left 1o
dle and In his efforts to ald the heast,
he makes the acquaintance of Tid Flack,

& cobbler. In the evening Sylvia has four
callers, all of them suitors, and then
gots busy.
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CHAPTER IX (Cont’d).

“It must be awful,” answered the
girl, ;pausing in her work to lodk at
Dole, of whom she had heard as one
of two llving men who had ever sur-
vived a journey down the flume from
the top of the mountaln. *“It is very,
very steep, down the hiliside, I be-
lieve.”

“Steep?’’ echoed Dole, and he turned
exceedingly pale in recollection of the
ride he once had taken. “Steep, Miss
Weaver? The water can't run fast
enough to follow & timber down that
steepest place!™

“Quite true, Misa Weaver,” assented
Thomas King, in his way of dignity.
“I've often thought I should like to
try that ride myself."

Dunny llked Mr. King for this re-
mark. He liked the gentleman’'s spirit
of adventure. Indeed, as he looked at
the visitor and etudied him carefully,
he felt-a childish stirring of emotions
come upon him, osne by one.

At first there was awe of a man who
could think of trying that ride in the
flume; then there was fascination,
chiefly centered on the man’s polished
head, so smooth and glistening in the
light. Finally compassion was excited.

Quietly the grave little fellow walked
around and viewed Mr. King from the
rear. He found that the desert waste
of hairiessness extended far down the
posterior slope of the visitor's dome.

*Yes,” Mr. King was sayiryg, “I've
tried bucking horses, Miss Weaver,
and rather liked the sensation. I near-
ly went . up in a large balloon, one
time. I have jumped off a house, and,
in fact, Miss Weaver, I rather crave
the perilous.”

By this time Dunny could endure
the pressure of feeling within him no
fonger. He went up =softly behiand Mr.
King and piaceéd his tiny hand on the
large bare pate,” which he patted
soothingly.

“Poor old bald head,”
“*Poor old bald head.”

For a second, consternation seemed
to petrify the entire assemblage, In-
cluding Mr. XKing, who was morbidly
pensitive concerning his hair. Then
his three husky friends who had come
to “spark™ abruptly exploded. So did
Mr, and Mrs. Hank.

Mr_ King shot suddenly up from his
chair, his hand clapped fiercely in pro-
teciion on nis he=4. He was purple
with emotion. [He made one wild de-
descent upon his hat, where it hung on
a rack, and bolted for the door.

he crowed.

CHAPTER X.

CONCERNING SYLVIA'S FATHER.

Despite the fact that during the fol-
lowing week she was troubled with
one admirer less than usual, Sylvia
Weaver was far from being contented.
Her affairs with Jerry were disturbing;
8 settlement of her doubts and ques-
tionings seemed even more remote and
fmpossible than before

Jerry had come to see her only two
or three times;, and on each occasion
had cautiously avolded all allusions to
their half-understoond reiationship
She thought it a part of his plan to
avold the subject for a month, yet she
felt there was something sinister lurk-
ing behind his behavior

As a matter of fact the man was con-
sapunsd by Impatience. He loved her
maore deeply, more strongly than ever,
Both the tenderness and passion of his
feeling with every day. In
his fiercer meods he could readily have
glain a rival with his hands, yet his
generous emotions of protection and
ecare succeeded his stronger moods with
exalting, refining certainty. He was
trying to forget that day of Kennedy's
wisit, but his natlire was a battle-
ground on which emotions fought.
Daily, however, he feit he was galning
on Syivia's sense of acceptance.

He was jealously watchful, sensitive
and suspicious, however, on the slight-
est provocation. He watched her alert-
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increased

iy: yet there was nothing, concerning
himself, he would not at any time have
sacrificed to add to ber personal happi-
ness, 50 long as such a happiness did
not involve another man.

Doubtless something of Jerry's ar-
gsuments, or feelings of ownership, con-
cerning herself and little Dunny, crept
upon Syivia, by way of those subtle,
invisible “antennae” of a woman's In-
tuition., Howsoever it wag that she
caught them, the thoughts in his mind
were more or less clearly presented to
her understanding, and they nettled
her nature. She began to fret over
every new day tha:i added tles of ob-
ligation between herself and the moun-
taineer,

She had come to the West on his
money; she was living here now by his
provision. He was kind in a huyndred
ways of sincere and wholly unconscious
service; he never by any chance per-
mitted her to think he held her in his
debt; he was jolly, loving, and indul-
gent to Dunny, who gave him a fond
little heart of affection. Yet rebel-

lion of an indefinable, not-to-be-located
sort was in her being

She wished her feeling could be

changed: she honestly prayed that
something more than mere friendship
mizht be engendered between herself
and this splendid man. But a number
of elements interposed and seemed to
make it all impossible,
. First, there was this dependence—
helplessness, beneath his fostering
care. She wished to be free of this,
free to choose as har mind and heart
should prompt.

Then there was Allan Kennedy. The
all she could do would not suffice to
drive young happiness out of her
heart, so often as thoughts of Allan
were astray In Jer mind. And these
were constantly rushing, with new
ways of joy. throughout her being.

In her dreams she and Allan met
very often, where the tree stood guard
above their tryst, and she granted him
kinder looks and words at parting than
she had in fact. Her heart was out
with the birds, whensoever che forgot
Lo keep it strictly home, and the song
it would sound was a paean to a mate.

These mingled feelings were upon
her as she worked one morning in the

tiny garden at the front of the house.
Sunshine seemed to come in ever in-
creasing impulses out of the sky; it

—

iay upon the earth as gold in «¢sence—

gold made breathabie and sweet.

The air was bareiy astir, as if it
moved about like a fragrant presence,
visiting new-sprung shoots of green

and encouraging the
upoti the trees.
Chickens were doing

carol of comfort and content.
cate young summer had ¢come, 2 week
before her actual time, and sll the
world was giving her welcome.
aarth,
fShe looked
quickly and beheld Jerry slirk, smiling
down upon her in gia-iness.

A shadow fell on
Syivia was kneeling

80 blg and wholesoun;
she could not resist
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the

F.o looked
and ood that
answering
More-

smile that came to her eyer.

over, Nature was maling all
sweet of temper and brotherly

thought.

Jerry knelt beside hér, helping with
the seed planting going on so deftly.
I°: ~'ways seemed to know tii= way to
be of actual assistance;
She

irritating blunders.

honored I!n his stanch

spirit, thought and purpose.

“Gardening?"”’

pretty to the world.”
“1 have to,”

he said.
thought you'd be a girl who'd 'like to
make things grow and add something

she said.
I know, 1 knmow, Syivia, just the
way it feels,” he answered.
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where
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he mude no

liked him
very much, indeed, as a fins compan-
fon, to be trusted in his strength, to be
integrity

kind of
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<. Shadow Fell on the Earth, Where Sylvia Was Kneeling.
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Quickly and Beheld Jerry Kirk.

¢.y a= this | feel there ain't any way
in the world for me to be happy fast
encugh or to let out a half that crowds
inside me here,” and he gave his char-
acteristic nudge to his breast. I don't
know what to do, a day like this, to
keep from bheing a boy again—going
barefoot and ragged and whistling.”

“Dunny has taken off his shoes and
stockings,” she said. “I expect he'll
cut his feet and tub his toes =il te
pieces.”

“Do him good,” said Jerry
his burro, Jack?"

‘““Why he seems to be cuyred and get-
ting as strong and lively as a cricket.
Dunny wants to ride him, but he can't
get Mr. Flack to lead him around.”

“How's

“I'fl do 1t myself,” volunteered the
mountaineer. “Where is Dunny
now?’

“Down at Mr. Flack's I think,” an-
swered Cylvia, patting down the earth
with her dainty hands.

“Do you want me to wait?" inquired
Jerry, suddenly excited by the thought
that she had almost spoken as if to
detain him at her side. *‘Shall I stay
here with you till he comes?"

Sylvia saw that his big, rough hand
was trembling. Her cheeks were rosily
burmiiz and her heart, like Jerry's,
v.as beating rapidly, though not for a
similar reason.

“Well," she replied, *I have wanted
to speak tc you abeut a matter for
some little time.”

Jerry's agitation increased. He
knew she n.ust hear the strokes of his
heart,

“YWkhat Is it?" he sald, a little husk-
a

“It’s about my father,” she told him,

looking ap and meeting his gaze for
a moment. “I've wanted to ask you,
Jerry, whether he owned any propery
or not, arter aii his years of labor, out
here in the mountains. "

The question meant a great deal
more to her thaa she wished the man
to know. Her expitement was, there-
fore. considerabie, theugh held in re-

‘stra.at.

Jerry kad hoped for and expected
something else. He was disappointed
to have her speak on a subject so for-
eign to his thoughts, and yet he was
slightly relieved, for she might have
been abouat to ask to be released from
her promise.

*“l ought to have prought that up
before.” he said. ““But I never got
around to it, someway, perhaps be-

cause there ain’t a lot (o say.”

“Then—he didn't have a thing?”
she sald, and st the thought her face
somewhat paled.

“Why—it ain’'t so much exactly
that,” he explained, “‘as it is that no-
body seems to know. He was killed
so suddenly he didn't get a chance to
talk about afi-irs, and he only had
about enough money around to be
buried on. In fact, the bpys helped
out on that a little, and nbthing has
ever turned up since to show what he
might have been decing in the way of
getting hold of property.”

Jerry himseif had been the one who
“helped out’” with money for Weaver's
funerai, and of this the girl had a hint.
through her keen intuition. She was
disappointed now, however, by Jerry's
reply. She had hoped so fervently
there might be sometking on which
she and Dunny could rely for a little
independence.

THE WASHINGTON TIMES MAGAZINE

She Looked Up

> said

* somewnat

up, and so was he

“Doa't
tenderly
good m
was twice

ever was or could be,

seen ask him
about it, =

She f
a hope

unreliable.
sentment,
have be
burmed f

Then

this, and ye

in to re-
could

rovident,

had lost
ay ye

. S0

“Mother
or the I

cou
tude,
way of
Henry Weav-

work «

er o e. “It wasn't
really
“It wasn't anybhody's fault,” an-

swered Jerry, who understood eand

knew the to give her comfort.
“So I wouldn't worry, Sylvia, not
while’ you've guot little Dunny, and—
and seeds to plant, and all the rest.”

“Here's Dunny comirg now,"” she
answered. “And—he's got a sore toe
already!”

Dunny was limping energetically.
He no more theén saw the form of
Jerry, however, than he ran toward
him with a fine Indifference for
wounded feet

“Oh Jerry. 1 cut my toe Tid
fixed it all up bully with tobaccer and
a rag!” he called v bovish pride, as

he darted in at tha gate
“Look--what 8 21at bhig
he halted and held
been a gem of pricel )
“Golly! That's great!” ss2id JesTy,
in sdmiration that he knew was better
than a balm.
“Tid can fx wp

anything.'

nounced the smajll adventurer. “ut

w won't take me riding on my dom-
Key.”

““Well, you can come along with me,
We'll see about that donkey,” an-
swered the hearty mountaineer, anu tak-
ng up the little chap he feit the stour
little armz go trustingly about his
neck, and happiness pure as that of
heaven welled in his heart.

Sylvia watched the two as Jerry
strode away. Her eyes abruptly liiied
The bright-faced little Dunny t
and smiled upon her from his per
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CHAPTER XI,
DUNNY HAS AN ADVENTURE
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T e anny, In admirat
1at’s really, traly riding!™
vivia xissed h'm impuilsively.
“You Hke Jerrv, don't you, dear?
“You bet!” aasswered Dunny «
phatically. “He says I'm his pard
“Would you like to ba his pa ail
the time?” §She was rosily coloring
as she asked the guestion.
“Yep,'' sald her unsus ing little
brother. *““Wouldn't you?"em -
“I—1 don't know—l guess so,
laughed, in some confusicn.
“Only, giris can't be pards,
Dunny informed 1
compassion. “They do
how.”
ybe they dJdomt,”
more to herself than to
mayhe they can learn.™
She was giad to find she felt a
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him still to see th
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she had more than half created
the letters and ths picture that
once presented the all of the
that could be presentad from a
tance.
She had wanted from the first to be
herself, and to keep her prom-
cruplas now were sal ¢
of her nature w
ttle iater, she felt convinced
e sang a lHttle at her work in the
rden; ?;er hear. was at last so thor-
y in tune with all the joys
geoning summer that happi
chose her for its natural companion
Meantime little Dunny was ;\r.u.r::'-
1y alive to the fact that his afternoar
ride on the burro, under J
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kim,
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charge, was a vanished de
Moreover, Jerry might be gone r
several days, and what If g fellow
should forget the way to saddle a
donkey, to clamber on its back.
or to steer withthe reins? In a
childish arm at *he bare possid

ties, the little ™.a ceeded at on
to the stable and made his burroe read)
for service,

(To Be Cgntinued Next Sunday.)
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